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Four prose pieces for LTHH 


1 


What is it about this WRITING ON DRUGS that is so 
attractive, lips tongue high hat? Is it something like the 
way in which the interest of others keeps uninteresting 
substances in circulation: ice cream, hamburgers, candy 
bars? Is it the semi-narcotic experience that | imagine 
buying that pale green shirt was for you, translated 
somehow to the sweet drowsiness that | felt at mid- 
afternoon? You and | may be brothers in this, lips tongue 
high hat. It could be that we desire a certain suspension af 
attention. Nevertheless, our recipes differ, which is why you 
are a dude and | am not! 


2 


How was your day, lips tongue high hat? Do you remember 
the ten seconds of fear? The sunset? Do you remember 
when | turned the radio on for no good reason? Was there a 
great health in your day, lips tongue high hat? Did someone 
cross his fingers, kiss them, and touch your forehead? Did 


you call Tranquility Base? Did you get through to them? 
They don't always pick up. Or there could have been 
interference on the line. Was there a throbbing under your 
skin? A leakage of vital juices? To whose well-being did you 
drink tonight, lips tongue high hat, and what exactly did you 
wish for them? 


İk wasn’t me or the tiny book, lips tongue high hat. It wasn't 
those ripe tomatoes, either. It was something that made 

you feel like my sister. An ancestral memory, or a passing 
fantasy, perhaps. | was the witness who felt English as a 
foreign language. | was the solemn presence, lips tongue 
high hat. | slept peacefully through our cursed appointment. 
When | awoke | felt no need to apologize. | wanted to know 
what housing is bestin this weather. Shot glasses are for 
vinegar, lips tongue high hat. Teapots are for tea. So take off 
the mask already! Its night and in the front yard we are not 
immortal, we are naked. 


You aren't scared of blood, lips tongue high hat, and neither 
am |. So what are we waiting for? There's soup to be made 
tonight. No point boasting about matters of fact. No time to 
speed through these errands. No time, lips tongue high hat, 
to be on the phone. 


Pride in your work 


Your chosen times and locations of visibility should be 
grand, no? After all, the almost raining, and that familiar 
afternoon heat: they combined well enough to make you a 
stage. 


Constructed or broken-down, your images spread far and 
wide today. Whatever else you planted in yaur circulation, 
these fragments remained. 


Dedicate this assignment to me. It has no chosen topic. It is 
merely a way to propagate yourself, plant-like, fungus-like: 
your seed-spores landed on my porch today, sister, and that 
felt fine, 


untitled concerning memory 


Madwomen of some other evening, | remember our subtle 
stampede. 


Our elephantine generosity, our secret desires. 
Madwomen, our stampede was not so subtle. 


Our desires were not so secret. 


WHAT FOLDS UNFOLDS IN ILLOGIC AND CHANCE. 


Madwomen: “How many legs does this elephant have?” 


Madwomen: in this picture, how many legs does this 
elephant have? 


Madwomen: how many legs does this picture of an 
elephant have? 


Do not picture it in your mind. 
Do not remember or reclaim your elephantine past. 


Do not breathe your last breath at the end of the poem. 


doin’ it 


Do it: I'm unconcerned, or will pretend to be for the 
duration of the experiment. That's what we agreed on in 
the eighteenth century, no? We sick men of science! We 
jokers of the twenty-first: our hollow wit and unparalleled 
destructive power reigns supreme. | draw strength from 
something | know nothing about — how about you, cowboy? 


(The figures of opposition grow slim, grow trivial.) 


This sadness is losing its pivot point, growing widespread 
and global. It is terribly communicable. Later, in the news 
brief, they will read this poem as evidence. |, more than 
anyone else, will be dutifully listening for the traffic report: 
where, not if, someone crashed today. 


And then, arrest! Arrested: those stupid cops always 
showing off their bad haircuts at night! (The darkness 
conceals nothing.) 


So, be afraid: stick to modernism, it won't disturb anyone. 
Its experiments are placed in your chronology. And then 
we're bored again. Meanwhile suffering is documented 
once more, and some psychological event registers as 
grand crisis of now-and-again.... 


Dear popcorn: there is no more popcorn. The screen is wide 


again. Open up the gear bag and begin the description. My 
gratitude will be lengthy and mistaken. 


No science or art went into the making of this aionic time! 


© 


scrambled by streetside encounter 


1 


Dear turf war fighters: orange and red no longer mark turf. 
CHALKY CHALKY fingers all you want. RETRIEVABLE marks 
and indelible, the tools are still there for streaks and nocturnal 
throw up. You REPRESSED the streets in the old school. 


7 


CHALKY CHALKY fingers in your pockets. Or offering me a 
merely symbolic HANDSHAKY. No, | don't read the papers 
either, turf war fighters. The EVALUATION of sense might 
then be the same for me and mine. But look, orange and red, 
pixellated and rasterized all you want, demon seed and LEGS 
SPERM WHALE TIKOS and OLD HAT. 


3 


“| will“ you said (and | PIRATED concernto you) “fuckerfuck a 
mother up” (and | heard the repetition to you: up, up, Up...) 


Postcard for XOCOLATL 


I've been thinking about you, XOCOLATL, about the time | 
found you underground, overland, underwater. 


Those were the days, XOCOLATL. 


In the tast postcard, XOCOLATL, | sent you seven or eight 
nonsense words restructured for your dark pleasure. 


But you are not wrapped up in this, XOCOLATL, not this sky, 
not this moon rise, not this watery outing. 


None of this signage, XOCOLATL, stands between us now, 


untitled concerning a place of business 


You will learn like this, something plugged in to something 
else, motionless, uncomfortable, a description, after 

all. No ciear image. No echo. Information without form. 
Contradiction without diction. A rumor worse than silence. 


Contemplate this old house, now a place of business, soon 
to be abandoned. Yes, | came here too, shifting around 
like you, not talking with you, not ignoring you either, 
communicating, anyway. Some vibration will set us off. 


Dry like a cracker waiting to be a meal. Mistaken and 
noticed like a blunder: the soft problem, the proposal. Here 
and there a sticker to remind you of what lights our paths. It 
is another territory. 


untitled concerning safe landing 


white americans of indeterminate descent watch news 
stories about each other / flash agents instantaneous relay 
/ each other / interminable descent / white fascination / 
white narcissism 


this is the great horror story / watch news stories about 
each other too / flash agents instantaneous relay / each 
other / horror of time passing / passed on passed over 


white americans will invent / color photography / color 
television / digital chromatisms to animate / over simple 
simplicity / each other / flash agents instantaneous relay 


white americans white again / descent safe descent/ 
living in cold climates / eating canned food / try just try to 
be / each other/ descent safe descent / horror of colored 
history / fewer books on display / digital chromatism shows 
them all indeed 


this news horror story / flash agents instantaneous relay / 
horror of pass timing / each other / try just try to be / and 
flavors accumulate / white fascination / white narcissism 


This is the path... 
This is the path to caring. Indication: “this is the path...” 
A faith in indication assumed when | release the phrase. 
An animal to guide the way. Animals are animated, that's all. 


We novelize, imagine that the typewriter will light word paths: 
to caring. 


We novelize, humoring the passibility. 
Humoring the imagination and the path. 
Outside it rains; inside it's loud and stupid. 


Stultitia: | came to a bar to write. Or not. But the path's still 
there. 


This is the path to caring, “magic” “rockers.” You rock - | 
imagine myself carried away by events. 


living (as if) asleep. Indication: “living.” 
Indication of the indexical phrase. And “this.” 


in a book, some record of what a way of life was, thought, 
implied. 


implication of the indexica! phrase. “To caring.” 
You care — | imagine myself carried away by events. 


Expenditure of time, energy, space, desire and its non- 
expenditure. Conservation. Or not. But the path’s still there, 


A faith in conservation assumed when | release the phrase. 


“Outside it rains”; boundedness. 


un 


It was nothing - A HABIT 


C years ago walked down the Drag. 
Recognition of those other few as 
“heavily” tattooed as he was. (Is). 


A history which is told with a story. 
The story begins like a “tissue of 
crimes”: the socius was exchangist, 
“see?” 


Decently or indecently accomplished, 
positioned, Dispositioned, a habit. 
Used, reused, or disused. 


Of or on a day when there was less, 
less culture, you could say, of 
inscription. 


Watching, exchanging, 
goods that were good, 
services that were services, 


The remains are called anecdotes. Án 
array of proper names to mark the path. 


The path thatis properly named 
needs a shift in pitch - some 
growling: 


“We don't need that any more.” 
“Why aren't there any” [holy books)? 
Babylon babylon babylon. 
You are welcome to chant it down, but | see you are in a 
hurry again. Don't worry, you can't be faulted. Let's just say, 
“let's just say,” it's the proper name of the time. 
Of time, of times, Of the infinitely small and passing. Of 
microscopic events defined (listen carefully) by the device 


that makes them visible. Referred to post festum as: 
somewhat microscopic times. 


untitted concerning Meister Eckhart, Nick, and | 
1 


Bah! These curses are ineffectual. Bearing the sacrificial 
logic across the seas, all of us sad Christophers. | listen, 
Listen: | listen. Enveloped commands: | wrote to Nick, 
watch the word MUST, “we anarchists are sensitive to 
these matters of the will.” Nick wrote back: “NO MUST." | 
thought: Ah! | said something. And then: to be goad is good. 
Translate: to do what you are told is... sacrificial logic. 
Tautological. 


2 


How, then, did this sign go up? | think it malformed. | think 

it deformed, | think me in-formed. Or informal (look how | 
dress). C told me: we sat on this curb until 4:30 talking about 
philosophy. This image of adulthood broken down. 


3 


All weekend long my guests and ! looked at birds, listened 
to birds, and listed their names. And now, question: the 
pronouns? Inside this cup of coffee and whisky |, you, he, 
she, ít...we...they...OK. And if ! imagined every stubbly 
hair on my head as a pronoun in some fantastic language? 
And then shaved my head again? One decade on, smooth 
and shiny, that sun’s rays may darken my pate. 


4 


OK, able bodied people, “send a flirt.” It's not an option. 

It's a command. In semantics we learned the placement of 
the bracketed pronoun [you] that whispers, at the outset of 
the phrase, MUST. So scramble garbled codes. So garble 
scrambled codes, If it pleases, if it pleases... volition. 


Dear centuries how 


the centuries pass. 


Harmonian (Combined) Series 


(a) 


| wont comment 

Nothing grander 
on the news 

than observation — 
I'm not even there. 

nothing. 


(b) 


Return to the essay: 

The quotation mark 
it never left us 

and the humble 
anyway. 

apostrophe. 


(c) 


itis our humour 
We like the meaning 
and it is not yours 
of meaning we like 
to take away. 
the meaning of meaning. 


25 


y 


3 


(a) 


| would say they came 

| mean this entertainment 
seeking company 

its interstice 
or distraction. 

will dissolve, no? 


(b} 


A fult stomach 
Celebrate, 
will tell its tale 
you celebrities, 
later on. 
celebrate. 


(c} 


Memorandum 
In velocity we 
for time passed 
meet our mates 
and time to come. 
and separate from them. 
(a) 


Redistribute 

That is a thought 
to play the game 

of catching up 
once more. 

to another. 


Task of marking up 

Free and easy 
space? Yes, he's 

pursuits 
up to it. See? 

and wanderings 
Ani here. See? 

find the inter- 
(And there). 

polation! 


(a) 


There's been no study. 

Dh no! Not 
That's why they 

tautology again! 
sound like this. 


(b) 


There's been no study. 
Oh the saying: 
That's why they (still) have 
dear saying, 
something to say. 


there is no saying. 
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